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are uproariously alive. "Jack and Jill" were wholly insup-
pressible. One burning summer's day the matron discovered
"these two imps enjoying their midday bath in the cistern
containing the drinking-water of the House55. It was much
more spacious than the prosaic bath-tub in which they
ordinarily had their splash.
Mary Smith was a little gipsy girl, born in a van. At
first she was "as difficult to control as a wild-cat55; and her
flashing eyes, dishevelled hair and untamed expression
gave her a feline air. Besides, "Mary could fight and scratch
and bite—and she did3'. For days she was the terror of
the Home. Then a miracle was wrought. The Matron was
turning out an old cupboard when, among the treasure,
appeared a battered, broken doll.
"Mary seized it at once. 'Oh, the dear live dolly! May I keep it? May I
keep it?5 'It is not a live dolly,' said one of the other children. . . /It
is/ said Mary, and she hissed and spat at her. *It is, it is! a real, live dolly Is
and she stamped in rage. The Matron intervened. 'No, my dear, dolly
is not alive. What do you mean?' With difficulty Mary pointed out that
Dolly had two eyes, a nose, a few locks of hair on its prematurely bald
head, and a few garments that could be taken off and put on. If that
was not a real, live dolly what could be? She had never seen the like
before. 'What—have you never had a dolly?' 'Yes, ma'am.5 'Well, what
was it like?' And Mary explained that it was a bit of stick picked up in
the hedgerow, around which was tied a scrap of rag—and there you
were! That was Mary's only previous dolly!"
The Matron now had her chance. Mary might keep the
live dolly if she were good. That was the beginning of this
little gipsy's transformation. From then on she submitted,
without fighting or biting, to have her hair combed, to be
bathed, and even to be put to bed.
"Sammy and Smut" is the best story of the group. Sammy
was a character Dickens would have loved. This "snivelling,
sniffing, squinting" youngster, whose face and hands were
covered with "constellations of warts53, was an urchin
Barnardo had picked up one night in Covent Garden
Market; while Smut, the ally of all his exploits, was a
torn-eared and tailless mongrel terrier, which, "in a weak

